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Come on Then.— 


HAT the dire Itch of ſcribbling can reſtrain ? 
/ 5 See wretched M s 1s in print again! 


(SEX Penhive and dull his diſcontented Muſe, 
With limping Gait th'uneaſy Path purſues ; 

Tth' pompous Title all his Vigour lies, 

And his tir'd Brain affords no new * 


Haus at you All. — Oh happy, happy Sconce, 
Whoſe fertile Wit dares challenge Three at once 
Can ſuch Ambition from vile Garrets ſpring ? 
Dwells there ſuch Courage, in ſo mean a Thing ? 
Ah how fond Fancy, artful in Decoy, 

Paints thro gay Scenes imaginary Joy, 

With ſoft Deluſion tempts its Vot'ry on, 

And firm i'th* eager Heart erects its Throne; 
Deſigns of dread Importance fill the Brain, 
(For blind Credulity is always vain ;) | 
Still with more Force prefumptuous Withes riſe, 
Till the affected Bubble breaks and dies. — 


See 
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See. the mean Wretch, by meagre Want oppreſt, 
Whom rav'ning Duns eternally moleſt, 
Whoſe Heart, diſtracted with a 1 F cars, 
No genial Ray of conſcious Virtue chears; 
With native Arrogance and borrow'd,State, 
Dare to determine Britain's future Fate ; 
See him in Fancy fight her Battles o'er, 
Waft her all-conqu'ring Fleets from Shore to Shore, 
Make diſtant Aja tremble with Alarms, 
And fill all Europe with the ſound of Arms; 
On ruin'd Kingdoms hoſtile Vengeance pour, 
And fix the work of Ages in an Hour. 
Round his dull Loft with ruffled Brow he ſtalks, 
And frets and raves, and bluſters as he walks ; 
The crazy Floor, unus'd ſuch Shocks to bear, 
Beneath his ill-tim'd Fury's heard to jar ; 
Uneaſy Tremblings rock the feeble Room, 
And threat the tott'ring Walls with inſtant Doom; 


/ 


Till ſome fell Catchpole unobſery'd ſteps in, 


And rudely interrupts the pompous Scene ; 
Bids the mad Ranters idle Projects ceaſe, 

And gives the troubled Houſe its wonted Peace. 
Oh ſhame to Britain — Shall a Tool like this, 
Pervert our Joys, and ruin all our Bliſs? 

Shall we whoſe Fame, the Price of ſo much Blood, 
Unſullied ſtill from Age to Age hath ſtood; 
Shall we at ev ry Yelp of Faction riſe, 

And hug the trait'rous Curs we ſhou'd deſpiſe ? 
Shall we ourſelves behold our Country bleed, 
And praiſe and forward the accurſed Deed J 
Ah then let Virtue fly th' infected Shore 

For Freedom, ſacred Freedom is no more ; 

By this, and this alone, we muſt become 


The Dupes of Foreigners, and Slaves of H OMe. 


Hear with what well-bred Arrogance Sir Bayes, 
Sublimely ſings his own immortal Praiſe ; 
« am no Friend to Diſcord, Feud or Strife, 
« But, Heav' n be prais d, enjoy the ſocial Life ; 
15 Truth undiſguis'd my varying Yerſe ſhall be, 
« From Falſhood, Flarr ry, or Ill manners free.” 


Come 


— — 
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Come on then Bully, — bere was all your Care, 
ce To ſpread your Canvaſs when the Wind was fair? 
Oft, witneſs all ye Pow'rs, th' extended Sail 
Catch'd at, and courted each auſpicious Gale; 
As oft inconſtant Boreas veer'd again, 
And when nought elſe cou'd fave her ſuccour'd Spain. 
Go thou vain Mortal, charge the ſubject Sea, 
And bid the riſing Waves thy Nod obey ; 
Tell the dependant Winds how long to blow, 
And all thy dreadful Might and Greatneſs ſhow ; 
Perhaps they Il follow thy ſupreme Command, 
Nor tempt the Fury of thy pow'rful Hand. 


Oh curſed Envy! — where will Virtue fing 
A ſafe Aſylum in a noble Mind? Ss 
Since neither Worth, nor Honeſty of Heart. 
Can miſs thy Sting, or blunt thy cruel Dart : 

But tis in vain. — No Force on Earth can quell, 

While Virtue reigns, that merc'leſs Fiend of Hell ; 
When Vice and Igu rance triumph, Envy pines, 
Conſpicuous ſtill where Merit brighteſt ſhines. 


Thus when foul Vapours clog the putrid Air, 
And thick' ning Miſts their hated Bodies rear; 
In ſome cloſe Covert of th* unwholeſome Green, 
Penſive the pois nous Adder lurks unſeen ; 
But when the quick'ning Sun, with chearful Beams, , 
Thro' the damp Fog its ſpreading Virtue gleams ; 
As the decreaſing Vapours glide away, 
He ventures forth, delights in wanton Play, 
And baſks and revells in the Blaze of Day. 


But tho our deſtin'd Progreſs o'er the Main, 
By unforeſeen Events, was render'd vainz 

In ſpite of Faction, Tumult, Diſcontent, 

And all the Miſchiefs Malice can invent, 

Our Foes behold our mighty Forces form, 

And ſhrink with Terrour at th' approaching Storm; 

Such w/e Reſolves protect Britannia's State, 
vauch prudent weighty Councils guard her Fate, — 


| I have forgot that in the Port (O ſay,) 
We let our uſeleſs Veſſels rot away ; 


B None, 
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None, ſave Six only, prop d our ſinking Name, 
The reſt, deſign d our Glory, prov'd our Shame; 
To vile Recourſe th' unhappy Author flies, | 
When fainting Doggrel dwindles into Lyes. 
Where was brave Happock, with his gallant Train, 
The Pride of England, and the Scourge of Spain? 
Who was't that took the rich St. Fo/eph ? — tell; 
Or by what Force the vaſt Princeſſa tell ? 
Did they ſpontaneous our Acceptance court, 
And fail unforc'd to our unactive Port? 
Or did our Sons of War ſubdue their Pride, 

And o'er their captive Pow'rs triumphant ride? 


Ah M——s! M——s/ yet be wiſe and ſtill, 
Nor vainly dream the Muſes guide thy Quill ; 
"Tis not for thee, with eager Thirſt to taſte 
The Heliconian Stream; — Divine Repaſte | 
Sooner ſhall ——— with Lycurgus vie, 

Or —— mongſt his Brethren ſcorn a Lye; 
Sooner ſhall -— '$ Self a Wit commence, 
And bluſtering ——— bellow Common Senſe ; 
Sooner ſhall Homer, Virgil, Milton, All 

Fore a pert Coxcomb's tinkling Ballad fall. — 
To this, my Friend, let's add one Word or two, 
And then for ever od for aye, Adieu. 

Your Fable, Sir. « The Application s free; 
It is? — then mark how nicely we agree. 


A meddling Cur, whoſe addled Head was full, 
Of Notions mighty intricatèe and dull, - 
Conceited, buſy, pert ; — all God knows why; 
In ſhort, the very Picture of your Fly ; 
Encount'ring with a modeſt thinking Man, 

Thus, full of Haughtineſs and Pride, began. 


« Poor drudging, ſervile, Miniſterial Tool, 
« Thou dreaming Aſs, thou queer contetited: Fool ; 


« What Joy, what Comfort, Creature, can'ſt thou boaſt ? ? 


« Toevry ative Scene thus dead and loſt. 

<« See how I riot in each new Delight, 

« And pine with Envy at the charming Sight. 
“In weighty Politicks a Judge profound, 

The Depth of ey A with Eaſe I ſound ; 
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Nothing can ſcape or poſe my matchleſs Skill, 
I prove, confute, refute again, at will 
And when ſound Reaſon fails my falt"ring Tone, 
With clam'rous Rant I conquer, right or wrong ; 
I ſcorn the glitt'ring Bribe, the Yenal Fee, 
I love my Country, and F dave be free; 
Bleſs d, hail'd and honour'd, me no Cares annoy, 


« No Yroutles interrupt my balmy Joy; 


I hat is there left for ſuch as you to bare: 9 


Or how can you, your Life with mine, compare? 


« Avaunt thou Wretch !” — the other thus reply'd 
With calm Reproof ; — I envy not thy Pride. 


Know, when ſuch mungrel Curs attempt the Great, 


Mingle in Factions, and traduce the State ; 

Throw their envenom'd Malice widely round, 

And Friends and Foes without Diſtinction wad 
Tho' their baſe Followers ſpread their i impious ne, 
And crown their Vices with a Patriot's Name, 


The Brave, the Noble, Gen'rous, Good and Wile, 


See thro' their Guilt, and all their Arts deſpiſe ; 
Alike the ſordid Wretch to them appears, : 


Whether in's lonely Garret he deſpairs, 


Or ſets the Mob together by the Ears. 

You ſcorn a Bribe, you ſay — tho' meanly org 
Of that vile Bribe, — the Praiſes of the Crowd; 
You love your Country, — yet with reſtleſs Art, 
You're ſtill preparing Daggers for her Heart ; 
Idly, alas ! you cry, © No Cares annoy, 

No Troubles interrupt my balmy Joy; 

The Time will come, vain Wretch, when thou'lt ſuſtain, 
For this malicious Pleaſure, r Pain; 

When Virtue, deck'd with Comlineſs divine, 

In bright unclouded Majeſty ſhall ſhine; 

While thy pale Troops, aghaſt with horrid For. 
In dire Confuſion break and diſappear ; 

One of her faithful loweſt Vaſſals, I 

Shall ſee thee tremble, ſicken, pine and die. 


V 


